A  SKNTIMENTAL JOURNEY   '
The worst of it was we didn't appear to advance, and we used the
compass as a topic lor argument. None of us quite knew where we
were going.
Towards two in the morning we lost ourselves in a thicket.
When we got out of it the mountain looked clusivcly far. At three
we ran into a village that shouldn't have been there at all and we
retraced our steps. Then there were more vineyards, and our backs
were sore ami so were our knees. The bag banged continuously
against my leg. The, bag was a nuisance. But the biggest nuisance
was that. Pierre', either remembering his boy-scout past or going
back further and raking up the behaviourism of Fenimore Cooper's
Indians, went down and lay Hat whenever a slight sound of the night
arose. In the beginning, that was disconcerting, and 1 used to
search for him and couldn't find him. There came, however, a
moment when all of us behaved as though we weren't pale-faces
but HUek liagles at, their best. A light was coming towards us. We
lay on our bellies for a considerable time and the light moved and
another light moved further up, and there seemed a third light
signalling and that lasted about half an hour. Smugglers, I said,
trying to cheer myself with the romantic word. It brought the
mountain nearer. The light moved off and we moved on. Tlie
earth had a wet. smell.
The. ol<I  man at------had told me that, when approaching B,
we should turn to the left and pass the cemetery. On the other side
of the cemetery was a path that led into the safety of the forest.
We argued a lot about our bearings, To me it looked as if we were
too much to the south-west. Then a village came out of the dark
and we though it might well be B. Anyway, we were too tired.
We turned to the left and there was a high wall with the eerie length
of cypresses on the other side of it. Albert lifted me. I looked in
and the silence of I ho. grave slept among the tombstones. It was the
cemetery. I don't know why, but looking into the graveyard I felt
strangely moved. I could have stayed there on Albert's shoulder,
with the cypresses getting longer and longer; but Albert's shoulders
deemed it otherwise. When I was a child you couldn't drag me
past a cemetery in the evening; now it spoke of friendliness and
peace; a refuge from the alien world around me. Forget .it, I told
myself. I forgot it and on we stumbled.
The ground was getting higher and light was beginning to come. A
few habitations halted die mounting light here and there. Trees
were springing up, and then we found a clump of trees surrounding
a kind of crater. We pushed into the crater, and throwing our plans
and caution to the wind that was blowing with the same anger we